MY   AFRICAN   NEIGHBOURS

some of them carried their slain to a considerable distance,
even into the bush, there dropped them, and then returned.
Others simply brought the victims up out of one hole, and
then carried them underground again through the next
nearest one! My boys were positive that the bodies which
were carried to a distance and dropped were those in which
life was extinct, while those which were taken back below
ground were those expected to recover!

For several consecutive days I poured the cyanide of
potassium solution into the holes around the house in the
hope that the bambesi might at last leave so dangerous a
neighbourhood. Every morning I rose expecting to hear
that the enemy had raised the siege in the course of the
night, and every morning I found them moving about in
undiminished numbers.

While the war was being waged I made it known to all
the natives in the neighbourhood that I would pay a pound
sterling to anyone who brought- me an efficient weapon
against the bambesi, either in natura, or by information. I
was convinced, and still am, that natives exist somewhere in
the country who do know how to get rid of the plague; and
so, when a man said to come from 'far away' was brought
to me, and assured me that thick brine poured into the ant-
holes would cause the enemy to decamp, I immediately
acted on his advice. The result was absolutely nil. Then
another man came and said that zebra hide, cut into strips
and. boiled for hours, and the decoction poured into the
holes, was an infallible remedy. He swore that he was
telling the truth and nothing but the truth, and I sent a man
out to try and get a piece of zebra hide, which was not an
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